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Clements: It's a Kind Wind

IT'S A KIND WIND
Albert Clements
of the four o'clock train blow
plaintively oceanward, coming over the wooded shore clearly and
coldly and folding out toward the water in a soft wet-lipped whisper.
"That's her train, I suppose," she said to herself. Then she stooped
and picked up the basket of clams and, bending a little under their
weight, trudged along the wet sand and through the sharp water-worn
rocks to the path that went up the pines and over to her cottage. She
had in her mind the clam chowder that she would make tomorrow for
the city girl, a Cape Cod clam chowder made with milk and bacon and
sliced pOtatoes and whole clams. Her lips set in a straight, worn line
as she thought of the praise the girl would offer for the just delicious
chowder. And she felt annoyed· and tired and wished that she had
written that she was no longer taking summer boarders. For now. that
she was getting a little old she was getting sour; and she was beginning
to hate many' things without wondering why~ Only the Cape saved
her from something inside of herself. The wind on the Cai'e was
always bitter and cold and lonely; its majestic bitterness, knifing the
desperate shore, left her amazed and pitiless, but thankful for something she could not name.'
.
Pedunk, Anniets black tom cat, sat on the porch and watched her
come up the path.
"Well," Annie- said, stroking his back, "we'll have company tonight, and for a while maybe, Pedunk, but you needn't put yourself out.
She's a young woman and you're a young cat; maybe you'll be good
company." Then she went into the house and placed the basket of
clams on the kitchen table, and sat down. She should have dug more,
. she thought, but she was tired and put her elbows on the table and
rested her head in her bony hands, thinking. Thinking whether or
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not she was going to hate this strange girl or like her, thinking perhaps
that she would send her home tomorrow, before she tasted too deeply of
. her youth and found her own age strong and rancid, like a rotten apple
obnoxious even to a starving boy.
Three summers 'ago she ]lad stopped taking boarders because most
of them had be~n young and she had been unable to bear their sight or
their sound. She was a sour old woman, she thought, and she vaguely
supposed that she wanted this one more chance ~o try to prove that
only her body was withering, that her mind remained as it was thirty
years ago.
Then she heard'the car on the gravel of the road and the young
voice talking to the driver, asking how much it was and thank you so
much for bringing me up.
"You can wash in the kitchen," Annie said, opening the door and
looking at her and beyond her. "You're the only boarder I have. I
guess I told you when I answered your letter that I hadn't been taking
boarders for the last three years. I. was quite surprised when you .wrote
that that was just what 'you wanted, to. be alone." And she looked at
the girl and felt her stomach revolt at the sight of her warm youth.
More than lik~ly, she thought, she's in trouble of some kind or other.
And she thought farther back than that, of her own operation, of Monroe's telling her, with horrible vehemence and finality, that he hated
her, that she wasn't much better than a bitch; and with ·a great effort
she hurled away from herself the five years after that. More ~llan likely,
she thought with a lonely-happiness, this girl's in trouble. Look at her
sit there calm and cool, the sweet young bitch, the things I could tell
her I Then she momentarily shut her eyes, fighting off the attack of
bitterness and said: "We'll have supper shortly. I'm 'not-much· ~t
fancy city dishes, but it's plain and wholesome, and I think you'll like
• " I / > .

It.

"I'm sure I will," the girl said. "But can't I help you? I meanI'd like to do something/'
"No," Annie said. "You rest." There it was, she thought; there
was no escaping it, the arrogant fools, over-polite to the old ones.
What-was it that they saw in.the old--ones? Something they feared and.
therefore tried to be nice to; or something they merely hated while trying always not to show. it?
During supper the two of them .sat across the table from each other
eating conservatively aI)d poliJely. And they both heard the arrogant
wind no~, p~cking up strength, and attacking the shores of the Cape'
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with loud noises and lugubrious whistlings. Annie heard it silently,
contemplatively. Sometimes the girl turned per head, wide-eyed, perhaps inquisitively amazed, and then brought her thoughts back to her
food. To Darrow the wind was strange and ghostly, a bird without
visible wings, but something about Annie Tague's sitting across from
her gave her an inexplicabl~ confidence in the wind. But she had no
words to clarify the strange thought, and what she was thinking of now
and had been thinking of for weeks equaled the wind's weird poten.'~
.,' .
tialities.
"You'll get used to it," Annie said. "Mter a while it's a kind
wind."
"I don't"mind it really," the girl said. "There's something powerful about it. I mean stimulating. It makes you feel something."
"You're young," Annie said. "The only thing you should feel is
your youth."
"You say queer things, Miss Tague," the girl said, smiling. "Per~
haps that's;it. I feel my youth too much. That's why I wanted a place
like this, ;to get away from it for a little while. When. you Were
young . . . . " Th~n she stopped, dismayed and troubled at the
thought of perhaps offending the older person.
Annie Tague said nothing.· She listened to the ·blasts of the wind
outside. And their plaintive shriekings seared her mind and added
fuel to the hate already accumulated there from her long years of solitude and the long years ago before the solitude drained her blood and
filled her veins with a cold blue liquid. She continued to hear the wind
mocking the almost imperceptible breaking of the ocean on the rocky
shores. She had considered it many times before, but now the comparison grew with alarming ~larity in her mind. The wind always
came with youth and the girl came with youth; and the shores were old.
But the aged coast must surely trouble the wind. It was implacable,
morose, distant, doomed. And the girr before her took up the image
and became the wind, and the mystery she brought with her coming,
the insensitive s h o r e . '
Three weeks ago she had received the letter bearing the postmark
of New York City, and long before she had opened it she knew that
there was tro1,Jble inside. "I want quiet and solitude," the girl had
written. "I want to get away for a while, away from the city and all of
my friends. I need rest and I think the salt air would help me. I'm so
tired of New York! I'm so tired of everything! I've got to do something to get myself together." And then the letter had sheered off to
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abrupt business facts. Annie had considered the letter a long while
before ~swering it., There was always that intolerance of youth and
the pain that youth brought with it; yet there was always that other
thing, an immediate need. brought on by the illegal operation of years
ago. Annie Tague had thought then of the grownup son or daughter
that she might have had now, a symbol of youth and etemallife to project her withered body, at least some meaning of it, down the long centuries. As she had held the letter in her mild dry~hands she had reali~ed
that it would not have been impossible for this girl ,to have been her
daughter. She had known· too, with the instinct of the destitute, ·that
this girl was in trouble.. The meaning between the lines was obvious
though the girl would be too young to have reali~ed how much she
had told.
And Annie had answered her briefly: "You can come if you want
to b~t you'd better be sure before,'you do that you can stand it. The
Cape's beautiful and bitter; it takes years to understand both sides."
She had mailed the letter hurriedly and then had hated herself for
having done so. She had walked home from the post office, keeping
close to the water, imperturbed that the ocean was soaking coldly into
her shoe. She had look~d far out over the ocean, hating it while look.ing, a gigantic symbol of ~eath. And she had thought of the people
bathing in it, unmindful of the long rotted' bodies mingling wi"h the
water. But they, perhaps, had lived happy .lives and did not know
about death. Even the wind, stooping low over the ocean,-could not
evade the touch of that cold clammy doom. Annie had felt it for
thirty years and learned to live OIl hate and the strengrh of the wind
when it was not too mindful of the incoming sea. 'The water never
changed; forever young, forever· a reminder of youth and the short
sweet years that festered it. Then her hate for the girl had assumed
al'most the proPortions of pain; but she had told her to come becau~
there was this other thing that would go on ,consuming her until death,
, and she had knoWn that this girl was in trouble.
Darrow got up from the table and went over and sat down --beside
Pedunk. He was friendly and purred and walked, over her lap. 'He
was unmindful of the blast of the wind outside the cottage and the girl
took courage fro:Ql stroking his warm body and ,hearing his mild voice,
purring. Then she settled into the divan and" thought kindly of the
queer old woman.
Darrow closed her eyes there until she smelled coffee cooking and
opened them to see Annie standing ~efore her with two cups of coffee
"
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and saying kindly: "I always have coffee after I do the dishes. I like
it then." They drank their 'coffee slowly, Pedunk sleeping co~tentedly
in the girl's lap until she put him down and said: "I think I'll go for
a little walk now. The wind's died down almost."
Annie went out to the porch with her and pointed toward the
lighthouse. She said: "It's better off that way. You'll enjoy the moon
better."
"Thanks," the girl said. "I won't be long probably. I plan to
go· to bed early. The salt air'll make me sleepy."
Annie went back inside and called Pedunk. He came running
out of the kitchen and leaped lightly and comradely into her lap and
waited for her to stroke his fur. ,,"I thought you'd get along good with
her," Annie said. "She's young and you're young. You black devil,
don't scratch me now!" She sat there and stroked his fur. She's young,
she thought, and she's in trouble. The young bitch, she's sweet and
she's young. If she was my age. Then she stifled the great surge of
hate arising in her again and put Pedunk back on the floor and got her
wrap and went out.
The wind was quiet now and the breaking of the water on the
shores and farther down the beach, over the rocks, came distinctly to
her ears and made her shiver a little. She walked slowly off toward the
lighthouse and- after a few minutes ~w the shadow of the girl ahead.
She was close to the water, looking up at the sky, her body motionless
and over-expressive. Almost, she reminded Annie of herself in her
own particular despair of youth. "But," thought Annie, "she's even
less guts than I had."
,Then Annie stopped abruptly, amazed and frightened. The girl
was \Talking slowly into the waves, the water quickly washing to her
knees and her thighs.. Impulsively, Annie ran forward, then stopped.
The water was washing about the gid's waist now and she had her arms
raised above her head in an uncanny gesture, almost as if she were waving her fists at something in the sky.. "Darrow, Darrow," ~nie called,
unconscious of the water rising about her own legs, .which strangely
enough found the night water warm and not unpleasant. The girl,
unheeding, continued on, the water pushing and bending her shoulders, her head flung back, her arms still held aloft in that strange gesture of defiance and bitterness.
"Darrow, Darrow, good God, Darrow!" Annie cried, aware of the
treacherous water though unaware of the waves washing about her own
shoulders. Then Annie fell, and she remembered later that the water, .
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striking her, had caused her to lose her balance, and to fall or be washed
back to'\Vard shore.. -When she had righted herself find looked seaw~d
again the girl had disappeared. 4nnie left the water and ran up the
shore, calling the girl's name with~ a desperate franticness. But there
was no answer and Ann:ie struck out into the water again. Breathl~ss,
she was soon driven back. Then she saw on the shore a few yards to
her right the figure of the girl, face down, the white night foam of the
wave.s still feeling lasciviously about her. She hurried to her and
tur.ned her over and looked down at her face. .The girl's eyes were open
and her lips were moving, mutteTing a muddled bitter language which
Annie under~tood now but did not answer.
"You had to have your way," she; said. "You had to have your way
even'if it killed both of us." The girl looked at her and her lips opened
thickly.
"Go away," she said; "Please go away. I hate you.".
Annie looked down at her, a wet immobile statue, full of icy bitterness and despair and their complement of kindness, and she saw how
useless it was. The ocean had been there for centuries and the wind
for centuries had pounded it implacably. The girl was in trouble, and
she had gone her own way. But there were always two, life and death,
the wind and the ocean.
'
She hated the' ocean and the girl there beside her. She did not
know for how long she could bear to have her around; and when the
wind started to blow strongly ahd savagely again, slicing her with its
thin coldness, she got up and walked ba~k toward the cottage, leaving
the girl croucheq there, pitiful and desperate and wet, _though throbbing.and humming with her own painful life.
'.
Annie walked slowly, painfully, shivering at the dark and dreading
the cold b~d and the unspeakable dawn with its impersonal solution of
all things.
At the cottage at last she put Pedul!!t out on the porch and instead
of locking the door, left it unloCked. The wind was almost gone I!0w,
a ghost wandering its oceanic night, and the water was beginning todance and writhe under the expre~ionless moon. Tomorrow ther~
would be much to do, and the ocean and the girl would make much of
their ancient sorrows.
Annie knew that the ocean would be there tomorrow, the wind
too, as well as more than either the ocean or the wind, though she was
sure that it would be a kind wind.
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